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SFX: The ‘click’ of a shortwave radio turned on. Static, followed by 
distant radio station programming in a variety of languages. It 
suddenly ends and is replaced by the RBI Station ID (ship’s bell 
struck three times. PAUSE then play the RBI Station ID. 


RBI ANNOUNCER: This is the Voice of Reason. Radio Blackbeard 
International. pIRATE radio at its best. 


PIRATE PHIL: Ahoy, me hearties, it’s your ol’ skipper, pIRATE Phil 
broadcasting worldwide from the foc’sle of the freighter Blackbeard. 
Me and my mates have been laying low ‘cause them Airwaves Security 
bilge rats are still trying to catch us ‘audio terrorists’ and deny 
us our right to free speech, savvy? They don’t appreciate our 
political satire, aarrr. We’re underway ‘n ready for another holiday 
extravaganza. Our special music guest tonight is the awesome anarcho- 
punk band, Tim Benzedrine. But first..a word from our sponsor. 


HERBAL ADVANTAGE ANNOUNCER: Do you accept government propaganda, 
talking points, pseudo science and religious dogma as your own 
‘personal truth’? Are you intellectually impaired by the constant 
barrage of lies from the corporate news channels, reality TV shows, 
social media and sports? 


MUSIC: Up and Under: upbeat music. 


Well, relief is on the way. Herbal High Ground is a revolutionary 
brain function supplement that releases a potent does of THC and 
Ginko Biloba into the bloodstream. Herbal Advantage will quickly 
bring you to an altered state of consciousness and and you’1ll be 
receptive to fact-based knowledge. You’11 be immune to all the “fake 
news” the corporate media has to offer. You will be able to hear all 
the lies embedded in a politicians rhetoric, and their hypocrisy too. 
You’ll never again believe that the earth is flat. Never again will 
you root for the home team. So, if reaching your own conclusions and 
offering nuanced opinions is something you’d like to do; get Herbal 
Advantage today. 


MUSIC: Quick Fade Out. 


SRAIGHTFORWARD ANNOUNCER: HERBAL HIGH GROUND is available at all fine 
health food stores and online at WWW.herbaladvantage.com 


SFX: RBI Station ID 1x 


RBI ANNOUNCER: You are listening to the Voice of Reason. Radio 
Blackbeard International. pIRATE radio at its best. 


PIRATE PHIL: YankeeDoodleGroovy just sent a message: Bon Voyage on 
your long overdue Troll Patrol. Ha! I like that! Hashtag Troll 
Patrol. 


Okay, this is pIRATE Phil. For you newbies listening on shortwave for 
the first time, what we are doing is illegal AF. We’re broadcasting 
without a license. If the Airwaves Security bilge rats get too close 
to our position - (conspiratorially) We’re sailing somewhere off the 
coast of North America - we’ll go radio silence without notice. 

Now, today is June 14%. Flag Day. And we are required to celebrate 
Flag Day here in the Land of the Free. So, as a way to honor the 
flag, me and the crew wrote an audio drama. We call it Flag Day. 
Pretty clever, eh? 


MUSIC: Up and Under: America the Beautiful (softly) 


PIRATE PHIL: Across our nation Americans are celebrating Flag Day in 
their own special way. An Hispanic youth in the barrio of east LA 
attaches a flag to his car antenna. A farmer in Iowa proudly displays 
Old Glory from his porch. A school teacher in Vermont puts a These 
Colors Won’t Run sticker the fender of her SUV. These patriots, like 
millions of other Americans, are letting it be known that: They. 
Love. America. And, while the red, white and blue snaps in the breeze 
from every VFW hall across this fruited plain, we humbly offer our 
tribute to the Stars and Bars, and all that it stands for, in our own 
special way. 


RBI ANNOUNCER: You are listening to the Voice of Reason. Radio 
Blackbeard International. pIRATE radio at its best. 


Beat 
SFX: Fade In cell phone ringing. 


DAVE: Hey, Billy. What? Not tonight. I’m hangin’ with Geoff. Okay, 
later. 


Beat 

What time is... It’s still early. What’s on TV? 

A NIGHTMARE ON WALL STREET ANNOUNCER: Who could have dreamt that 
someone so monstrous, so diabolical, could rip apart the very fabric 
of Crony Capitalism, just for you, the little guy. 

SFX: Steel blades dragged across metal. 


FREDDY: Ha, ha, ha. Power to the working class! 


1%ER 1: Oh, my God! No tax breaks for the rich! Free college and 
healthcare for all! 


2%ER 2: Are you kidding me? A twenty-five dollar minimum wage tied to 
inflation! The Green New Deal is law! All our bases around the world 


will be converted into free housing villages for the poor. I can’t 
take it anymore! 


DAVE: Cool. 
SFX: Steel blades dragged across metal. 
FREDDY: Ha, Ha, Ha. Power to the working class! 


BANKER: Our elected officials have gone mad: credit card interest 
rates must match the prime lending rate. (Fade Out) Nooooooo0o0oo... 


A NIGHTMARE ON WALL STREET ANNOUNCER: A Nightmare On Wall Street. 
Coming soon to a theater near you. 


MUSIC: Generic news intro. 


PTN ANNOUNCER: This is a Panopticonservative Truth Network News 
Injection with Walter Weed in New York. 


WALTER WEED: Good afternoon, I’m Walter Weed. AI President for Life 
Donald Trump celebrated his twenty-sixth year in the White House by 
printing out an Executive Command that initiates a Zero Tolerance 
Policy for flag desecration. It imposes a mandatory death sentence 
upon conviction with no right to an appeal. All executions will be 
broadcast live on the Panopticonservative Truth Network’s new show WE 
DEPEOPLE in the sincere hope that these public killings will deter 
flag burnings. Amen. 


MR. TIPPET: (from a distance) Lower that goddam TV! Judge Judy is on. 
DAVE: Okay, okay. Where’s the TV Digest? Let’s see. Gilligan’s 
Island? Nope. Tool Time. Fascist. Pia Zadora’s World. ‘Pia discovers 
that her sister’s boyfriend is from another planet.’ Man. “Pia sets a 


trap.’ What! This is the final episode! BULLSHIT!! 


MR. TIPPET: (from a distance) If you don’t stop that goddam yelling 
I’1l give you some bullshit! 


DAVE: Where’s the Jack? 

SFX: Three hard pulls from the bottle. 
DAVE: I’m outta here. 

SFX: Fade In: Street ambiance, footsteps. 
DAVE: Damn, Geoff’s still workin’. 


SFX: Traffic ambiance fades into fast food restaurant ambiance. 


DAVE: You in line? 
MAN: No, I’m waitin’ for your mother here. 


COUNTER-GIRL: (brightly) Hi, welcome to Dakota Fried Zucchini. May I 
take your order? 


MAN: Gimmee two zukeburgers, extra maynaze. Two large fries. Two diet 
milkshakes. 


COUNTER-GIRL: What flavors? 

MAN: Uh, cawfee and vinella. 

COUNTER-GIRL: Would like a zucchini pie with that? 
MAN: Nope. 

COUNTER-GIRL: Is this for here or to go. 

MAN: Go. 

COUNTER-GIRL: Cash or charge? 

MAN: Charge. 


COUNTER-GIRL: Okay, that’1ll be fifty-two twenty-three, please. Place 
your hand above the chip reader, palm up. 


SFX: Soft beep. 
COUNTER-GIRL: Thank you. Hi, Dave! 
DAVE: Hey. 


COUNTER-GIRL: Here’s your order, sir. Have a nice night. Want a soda, 
Dave? 


DAVE: (hiccup) I’m good. 

COUNTER-GIRL: ‘kay. I’ll tell Geoff your here. 
DAVE: I’11 be out back. 

SFX: Up and Under: outdoor ambiance. 

GEOFF: Where are you? 


DAVE: (muffled) Behind the dumpster. 


GEOFF: Why you hiding back there? 
DAVE: It’s where I belong. 

GEOFF: (sigh) What’s the matter now? 
DAVE: Pia’s World is cancelled. 
GEOFF: (long delivery) Ookaayy. 
DAVE: Fuck you. (hiccup) 

GEOFF: Hangin’ out with Jack, eh? 
DAVE: Hell yeah! Wanna smoke? 

GEOFF: Hell yeah! 

SFX: Lighter. 


GEOFF: (Inhales. Holds smoke in his lungs while speaking.) There’s 
more to life than...(exhales smoke) 


DAVE: Pia’s World, I know. 

GEOFF: No, I mean... 

DAVE: (brightly) There’s my guitar. 

GEOFF: You play a mean guitar, but you never join a band. 
DAVE: I will. 

GEOFF: Really? When? 

DAVE: (angry) When I find the right friggin’ band! 
GEOFF: Were you lookin’ behind this dumpster? 
DAVE: What d’ya want from me? 

GEOFF: Nothing. What do you want from you? 

Beat 

There’s something I need to say. 


DAVE: Oh boy, here we go. 


GEOFF: We’ve been buds since first grade. We graduate Friday. You 
need to get your shit together. Think about your future. 


DAVE: Future? What future? The planets dyin’. 

GEOFF: That may be so, but that’s no excuse to not get a job. 

Beat 

I can get you a job at DFZ. 

DAVE: Wow, me and zucchini. (laugh) No thanks. 

GEOFF: Laugh if you want. I just got promoted to assistant manager 
making ten dollars an hour. One day I’11l be manager, or better yet, 
own my own store. 

DAVE: Geoff, you don’t see how truly fucked we are. 

GEOFF: You’re wrong. 

DAVE: I’m not graduating. 

GEOFF: How come? 


DAVE: I flunked history, math and emglish. 


GEOFF: Tell Principal Wardle you want to go to summer school. I can 
help. 


DAVE: Screw him. All he does is bust my balls. 


GEOFF: Maybe you shouldn’t have dropped a roach in the trash can in 
the lav. 


DAVE: I put the fire out! That bastard; he put me on flag duty for a 
month. I didn’t take it down today. Screw him. I’d like to shove that 
flagpole up Wardle’s... 

Beat 

I’11 call you later. 


GEOFF: Dave, where you going? 


SFX: Fade In: footsteps. Dog barking in the distance. The flag 
lanyard taps against the flag pole. Flag is lowered. Lighter. Fire. 


WITNESS: Hey, what the hell you doin’? 


SFX: Fade out: Running. 

Beat 

SFX: Cell phone rings. 

DAVE: Hey. 

NOTE: All of Geoff’s dialogue will be recorded from a phone. 
GEOFF: Where the hell did you go? 

DAVE: Home. I needed to chill. 

GEOFF: You up for a movie? 

DAVE: Yeah, my treat. 

GEOFF: Did you rob a bank on the way home? (laughs) 


DAVE: Nah, my wicked stepfather gave it to me but he doesn’t know it 
yet. 


SFX: Fade In: cinema ambiance up and under. 

GEOFF: Wow, this place is packed. What d’ya want to see? There’s the 
AI remake of The Godfather starring Gilbert Gottfried. Barbie Does 
Dallas. Hey, A Nightmare On Wall Street. Johnny Depco was good in 
Zombie Pirates of the Caribbean. Let’s see A Nightmare on Wall 
Street. 

DAVE: Cool. 

TICKET-COUNTER BOY: What movie, please? 

DAVE: Two for Nightmare on Wall Street. 

TICKET-COUNTER BOY: Seventy-three dollars, please. 


Beat 


GEOFF: Uh, Dave, something just fell out of you wallet. Is it a dead 
moth? 


TICKET-COUNTER BOY: Oh, my God. It’s a burnt piece of our precious 
flag! 


SFX: Cinema ambiance ends abruptly. 


BEAT 


TICKET-COUNTER BOY: (yells) Security!! 
GEOFF, DAVE: (In unison) Let’s get outta here! 
SFX: Two sets of footsteps. A door is slammed shut. 


GEOFF: I don’t believe it! I don’t believe it! Burning a flag? Why 
did you do that, Dave? 


DAVE: I burned the damned flag, not you. 
GEOFF: I’m still screwed. 

DAVE: Maybe no one reported your... 

SFX: Police siren in the distance. 
DAVE:...license plate. Shit. 

GEOFF: We’re fucked! 


DAVE: What’s the worst that can happen? You get a slap on the wrist. 
I get a rope necktie. It’s all good. 


SFX: Judges gavel knocked three times. 

JUDGE: Have you reached a verdict, Mr. Foreman? 
FOREMAN: We have your honor. 

JUDGE: How do you find the defendant? 

FOREMAN: We the jury find David Jones guilty... 
SFX: Up and Under: cheers and applause. 
FOREMAN: ...of flag desecration by burning. 
SFX: Gavel knocked three times. 

JUDGE: Order in the court. 

SFX: The courtroom goes silent. Someone coughs. 
JUDGE: Thank you, Mr. Foreman. Mr. Jones please rise. 


SFX: Chair slides across the floor. 


JUDGE: Mr. Jones have you anything to say before I pass judgment on 
you? 


DAVE: Pass judgment? I thought you were passing gas. 
SFX: Up and Under: crowd boos. 

JUDGE: Order! 

SFX: Gavel knocked once. 

JUDGE: Order in the court! 

SFX: Gavel knocked three times. 

JUDGE: (yells) QUIET! 

SFX: Crowd boos abruptly end. 

Beat 


JUDGE: Mr. Jones I don’t believe I have ever met, in all my years 
serving on the bench, a more pigheaded individual than you. You mock 
the court; you denigrate this great nation of ours. You show no 
consideration for the feelings of your fellow countrymen. There is 
not one other country on God’s green earth that would give you a fair 
trial before your execution. You do not appreciate the freedoms given 
to us by God. Freedom that can only be protected by harsh laws and 
constant surveillance. In accordance with the Judicial Punishment 
Grid, it gives me great pleasure to sentence you to death by 
electrocution. Your execution will be broadcast next Friday night on 
the Panopticonservative Truth Network. 


SFX: The crowd goes wild. Fade Out. 


RBI ANNOUNCER: This is the Voice of Reason. Radio Blackbeard 
International. pIRATE radio at its best. 


PIRATE PHIL: Ahoy me hearties. A little seagull told me those 
Airwaves Security hooligans are on the prowl. We’re gonna skip our 
musical interlude with Tim Benzedrine and get back to our play. 


Beat 


NORM VALENTINE: Good evening. I’m Norm Valentine. Welcome to the 
inaugural episode of WE DE-PEOPLE. Each week a convicted felon guilty 
of a capital crime such as murder, genocide, terrorism, treason, and 
flag burning, will be tried in our express court. All enemies of the 
state shall be DE-PEOPLED on Friday nights live on the 
Panopiticonservative Truth Network. 


WE DE-PEOPLE ANNOUNCER: WE DE-PEOPLE is a live broadcast of an actual 
execution. The Department of Reeducation has ruled that WE DE-PEOPLE 
is suitable for all children. We will return after these messages. 
SFX: Door open and closed. 


WIFE: Honey, I’m home. 


HUSBAND: Hey, you look extra happy. Did you have a good time 
shopping? 


WIFE: I sure did. I saw Mary. 

HUSBAND: Mary? Mary who? 

WIFE: The Virgin Mary, that’s who. 

HUSBAND: Get out. Mary the Mother of God? What’s she like? 
WIFE: She’s beautiful and wise. 

HUSBAND: You mean you spoke to her? 

WIFE: You betcha. 

HUSBAND: What did she have to say? 

WIFE: She said her Son would return soon. 

HUSBAND: (jubilant) God be praised! 

WIFE: And that we we must be prepared for the EndTimes. 
HUSBAND: (serious) How do we do that? 

WIFE: Mary said we must pray to God Almighty and beg forgiveness. 
HUSBAND: Easy-peasy. I do that everyday. 


WIFE: And that we must convert thirty-five percent of all our assets 
into non-confiscatable silver and gold coins. 


HUSBAND: Say, that is wise advice. Did the Virgin Mother tell you 
where to buy these coins? 


WIFE: She sure did. Mary said to go to the Wooden Nickle Trading 
Company at 1958 Elkwood Boulevard, just behind the Elkwood Mall. 


HUSBAND: Uh, did anyone else hear Mary’s message? 


WIFE: Everyone in K-Mart did. 

SFX: Running. Door open. 

WIFE: Hey, where you going? 

HUSBAND: To the Wooden Nickle Trading Company before it’s too late. 
WIFE: Hey, wait for me! 

SFX: Running. Door closed. 


WNTC ANNOUNCER: Don’t get caught short at the EndTimes. Stop by the 
Wooden Nickle Trading Company before its too late. 


NORM VALENTINE: Welcome back to WE DE-PEOPLE. Tonight we’re at the 
Bruce Sundlun Correctional Facility in Cranston, Rhode Island, where 
a seventeen-year-old boy will get the electric chair. This ought to 
be a good one. Our felon, David Jones, is an unemployed high school 
dropout from Elkwood, Rhode Island. Mr. Jones spent most of his time 
smoking marijuana, watching TV, and playing his guitar. There didn’t 
seem to be much of a future for this young man born to lower working 
class parents. Mr. Jones’ mother, Bernice Tippet, had this to say 
about her son. 


BERNICE TIPPET: H-he had a couple friends but he spent most of his 

time alone in his bedroom watching TV. He wouldn’t talk to me about 
nothin’. H-he and his stepfather fought like cats and dogs. (begins 
to sob) I wish I took the pill back then. 


NORM VALENTINE: Bill Tippet, the boy’s stepfather, gave a blunt 
assessment of the troubled teen. 


MR. TIPPET: He’s a bum. The son-of-a-bitch deserves what he’s 
gettin’. 


NORM VALENTINE: We spoke to Mr. Jones’ longtime friend, Geoff Smith, 
who is currently serving a fifteen year sentence for harboring a 
fugitive. He had this to say about his friend. 

GEOFF: I’11 miss him. He’ll always be my friend. 

Beat 

(abrupt, angrily) His asshole stepfather raped him when he was a kid. 
NORM VALENTINE: When confronted with this allegation, Mr. Tippet 
offered no reply. Did William Tippet brutally rape David Jones 


sending him into a terrible downward spiral? We’1ll never know because 
David Jones gets DE-PEOPLE’d tonight. 


PTN ANNOUNCER: We interrupt this program to bring you a special 
Panopticonservative Truth Network News Injection from New Baghdad 
City, Iraq. And now, here’s Tom Locjaw. 


TOM LOCJAW: (Tom Brokaw-ish delivery) They said it couldn’t be done. 
Hello, I’m Tom Locjaw reporting to you live from New Baghdad City, 
where we will watch the christening of the USS Schwartzkopf. Unlike 
our other ports around the globe this one is surrounded by sand. Yes, 
I said sand. Our fleet of Sandsubs, in conjunction with the Space 
Force, will protect the United States’ oil supply in the Middle East 
thanks to AI President Forever Donald J Trump. We go now to the 
podium where AI President Forever Donald J Trump will perform the 
christening with the aid of a robotic arm. 


SFX: Crowds cheer in the distance. 


AI PRESIDENT FOREVER DONALD J TRUMP: This is bigly. Obama never did 
this. Some say that no one christens a Sandsub better than me. Many 
have said that I am a perfect specimen and a very stable genius. Who 
am I to argue? I am the chosen one. The crew of the USS Schwartzkopf 
has the incredible honor of getting their boat christened by me. No 
president has ever protected our oil reserves like me. Long after 
everyone dies from global warming I’11 still be here doing, well I 
don’t know what I’1l be doing but I’m sure it will perfect. I 
christen this ship USS Shwartzkopf. 


SFX: Mechanical arm movement. Breaking glass. People cheer in the 
distance. 


TOM LOCJAW: With that the USS Schwartzkopf, America’s first Sandsub, 
is underway. If you look at the bow you’11 see what looks like a very 
large drill bit. 


SFX: Up and under in the distance (deep sound, slow revolutions) 
drilling begins. 


TOM LOCJAW: This drill-like device will bore its way through these 
amber waves of sand. 


SFX: Drilling sound fades out. 
TOM LOCJAW: Now it is beneath the sandy surface. Ladies and 
gentlemen...oh, there’s its periscope. The USS Schwartzkopf is 


underway protecting America’s national interest in the Middle East. 


SFX: In the distance people cheering. The Star Spangled Banner begins 
to play. 


TOM LOCJAW: God Bless America. 


PTN ANNOUNCER: This has been a special Panopticonservative Truth 
Network News Injection with Tom Locjaw. We return you now to our 
regularly scheduled program. 

SFX: Up and under footsteps, two men. 

NORM VALENTINE: Warden Iovino, how is our guest star doing? 


WARDEN IOVINO: He’s quiet. Deep in contemplation. 


NORM VALENTINE: He may be thinking about what happens after his 
fifteen minutes of fame. 


NORM VALENTINE, WARDEN IOVINO: (laugh) 

WARDEN IOVINO: Here we are. 

SFX: Footsteps come to a stop. 

WARDEN IOVINO: Father Polanski has been with the boy all afternoon. 
FATHER POLANSKI: Hello, Mr. Valentine. 


NORM VALENTINE: I see that he just finished his last supper. What was 
it? 


FATHER POLANSKI: Two zukeburgers with extra mayonnaise and a diet 
vanilla shake. 


NORM VALENTINE: They say its food like that that creates monsters 
like him. 


DAVE: Fuck you. 
WARDEN IOVINO: It’s time. 
SFX: Up and under footsteps. Four men. 


NORM VALENTINE: It’s a few short steps from the holding cell to the 
electric chair. 


SFX: Footsteps end. Muffled voices. Door open. 
Beat 


NORM VALENTINE: Now the attendants are securing Mr. Jones’ arms and 
legs to the hideous electric chair with nylon straps. 


Beat 


Now they’re attaching electrodes to his head, chest and arms. 

Beat 

Some critics say that this method for execution is barbaric. The WE 
DE-PEOPLE team feel that this horrific procedure will be exciting for 
our older viewers, and help our younger viewers think twice about 
burning the flag. A sort of chilling effect. By the way, immediately 
after the execution we will be pulling tonight’s Lottery Number for a 
jackpot of 750 million dollars. So stay tuned. 

Beat 

Thank you gentlemen. Mr. Jones? 


DAVE: Hmmm? 


NORM VALENTINE: is there anything you’d like to say before you depart 
this mortal coil? 


AIRWAVES SECURITY AGENT: Everyone freeze. You are under arrest for 
the crime of broadcasting propaganda. 


PIRATE PHIL: Time to go me hearties. The bilge rats have arrived. 
AIRWAVES SECURITY AGENT: I’ve had enough of your shit. 


SFX: Static. Fade out. 


THE END 
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